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Ticket To Peril Comes 
Through The Blue Door 


By Catherine De Hueck 


The front door of every Friendship House is painted 
blue, in honor of Our Lady. Naturally, so is the front door 
of Madonna House. When I started the first foundation, in 
Toronto, in 1930, I remembered the saying of my people, “If 
you paint the front door blue for Mary, she will bless all who 
pass through it.” This is-a story of a call that came to me 


through the blue door. 


The priest that walked one day through the blue 
door was very young. He had blond, blond hair, that kept 
falling over his eyes. There was about him a boyish quality, 


that somehow enhanced his 
and shed a strange radiance 


earnestness and priestliness, 
on our humble room, which 


was filled with Brother Christopher’s lolling at ease in 


fairly hard chairs. 


Many got up at his entrance, but he motioned them 


to remain seated and made 
only a short greeting he laid 
A Loving Father 

It concerned a family in 
his parish, an adjacent one. 
The father was a Commun- 
ist, the mother a practising 
Catholic. There were seven 
children of school age. The 
father would not allow them 
to attend the parochial 
school, and forbade them 
and his wife, under pain of 
bodily injuries even to set 
foot inside a church. All 
were reluctant to have re- 
course to the law, because 
of their love for him. 

The man was a Slav. His 
English was halting. He 
spoke Russian. Would I go 
and see if, with the help of 
the Holy Ghost, I could do 
something with him? He, 
the priest; would then follow 
in my footsteps. 

I arose and followed the 
priest, first through broad 
and shabby streets of our 
slum area, then into some 
mews, then into an alleyway 
until I came to a dirty little 
shack — with a beautifully- 
kept garden. 

A Friendly Guy 

The priest pointed out a 
man chopping wood by a 
little shed, as the person I 
was to talk to. Then he left 
me with a whispered bless- 
ing. 

I approached the _ busy 
figure, and spoke a Russian 
greeting. He smiled as he 
answered back. We began to 
talk. But slowly, as the con- 
tent of what I had to say 
penetrated his mind, the 
smile was replaced by a 
scowl. Then anger began its 
macabre dance in his eyes. 
Suddenly this gave way to 
fury. 

Raising his axe, he shout- 
ed he would brain me there 
and then, if I mentioned 
God or Church to him once 
more. 

Gathering up all the tat- 
ters of courage that remain- 
ed in me, I went on slowly 
to try and show what he was 
doing to his wife and child- 
ren. 

He lifted his axe and 
started for me. 

I ran. I ran as I had never 
run in my life... down mews 
strewn with garbage cans 
that got in my way... down 
alleys that seemed, for a 





moment or two, dead end 


straight for my desk. With 
his problem before me. 


traps. Suddenly I stopped. 

Why was I running from 
a man who thought he hat- 
ed God? God loved him. 
And he had to be made to 
see that! 

Prayer vs. Axe 

I turned around and saw 
him, panting and disheveled, 
still holding his axe high, 
turn into the corner of the 
little back alley. He stopped 
at the sight of me. And we 
stood there looking at one 
another, silently. 

Fear had left me. An im- 
mense pity took possession 
of me, and I wept unasham- 
edly. Slowly, like a_ child 
caught in mischief, he walk- 
ed, shuffling and dragging 
his feet, closer and closer. 
Then he stopped and in- 
quired why I was crying. 

Was it from fear? I told 
him no. It was from sorrow 
and pity for what he was 
doing to Christ! 

Suddenly he fell, and lay 
face down in the dirt and 
dust of the alley. He sobbed 
dry heavy sobs... the tears 
of strong men. 

And, strangely enough, I 
prayed to St. Paul. For this 
figure prostrate in the filth 
reminded me of Paul of 
Tarsus. 

Neither of us spoke. Neith- 
er made a gesture. Time 
seemed to stand still. 

The man arose and, drop- 
ping his axe, stretched out 
his hand and shook mine. 
I went home through the 
lanbyrinthian ways of the 
slum streets. He went to his 
home surrounded by flowers. 

Several weeks later the 
eager boyish priest came to 
find out how I had persuad- 
ed the Communist to send 
his children to the parochial 
school, and allow them to 
go back to Church ... and 
how in the name of all that 
was holy I got him to the 
point of going to church 
with them. 

I did not tell him the 
whole story then. I simpl 
said that it was the pity of 
God, which for a fleeting 
instant had dwelt so _ in- 
tensely in my heart, that 
had brought the man _ to 
make this decision. 

And I still believe that 


this is so. 





Behind 


God’s Clouds 


—- = mowed! 








Clouds may threaten 
Clouds may burst 
Storms may shatter 
dreams— 
But behind the clouds 
The Sun awaits 
And one day shines and 
beams. 
It tucks away 


God Fits The Shoulder 


To The Cross’s Weight 


By Rev. J. T. Callahan 


Our Lord once spoke 


about looking people in the 


eye. He warned us not to notice that mote that was in our 
neighbor’s eye, but rather to beware of the beam that 


protruded from our own. 


In a sense, not only did He tell us to look people 
in the eye, but also to look at their backs. For, if the person 
is a follower of Christ, we will see a cross on his back. It 
may be toothpicks or timbers, but, if he be a Christian, 





The dark gray cloud 
That God sent for a while—] 





Yjing missionaries. 


The cloud we loved 
The cloud we bore 
And suffered with a smile. 
God expects 
God understands 
That sadness is a part— 
Sadness brings 
God glory if 
Deep within our heart— 
A little smile 
Keeps glowing bright 
And covers up the tear— 
Sadness known 
To God alone 
Such sadness He holds dear. 
The world must not— 
It can’t—suspect 
God’s secret with the 
bearer. 
The world must go 
Unknowing and 
God alone must be 
Sharer. 
He must lift 
Aside the cloud 
When e’er He thinks it 
time— 
And You can say 
When all is o’er 
“Twas His gray cloud and 


mine.” 
—Marilyn J. Gizzie 


Adopt A 


Missionary 


the 














In one of the sessions of 
the Summer School of Ca- 
tholic Action, a young wom- 
an in a northern village, told 
of how successfully she had 
worked out a plan of adopt- 


She has a system of get- 
ting their names, and their 
locations, and their needs. 
Then she begins to send 
them clothes for their 
ple, toys for the children, 





candies, books, magazines, 





(Continued on Page Four) 


it is there. 


No Cross, No Christian 

There is no Christian 
without a cross; for the 
disciple is not greater than 
the master; and He told us 
to take up the cross, even 
daily, and follow Him. 

But maybe here is where 
those beams in our own eyes 
blind us. Maybe they should 
be placed on our backs, and 
then our eyes will be opened 
by the light of faith, and we 
would see and recognize the 
cross. 

Too often, to the ordinary 
Christian, the word “cross” 
means but one thing—pain. 
We say “He broke his leg, 
that’s certainly a cross.” Or, 
“She’s dying of cancer, 
what a cross!” We restrict 
the word to only one mean- 
ing, mostly to pain, and so 
we shy away from it, or the 
idea of it. We’re afraid the 
Lord may send us a cross— 
pain — and so we would 
never pray for a cross; for- 
getting that He fits the 
shoulder to the .cross; and 
that in reality we all have 
crosses, but can’t see them. 

The Pains of Christ 

Did you ever stop to think 
that in our Lord’s’ death 
there was infinite suffering, 
both physical and mental— 
the scourging, the thorns, 
the crucifixion, the anguish 
of the agony in the garden 
of Gethsemani? There was 
a totality of suffering, both 
physical and mental, and, 
in a sense, both made up the 
“cross.” Moreover, it was 
during His mental anguish, 
that He prayed, “Father, if 
it be possible let this chalice 


peo-|pass from Me; but Thy will, 


not Mine, be done.” , 
Our blindness arises from 
the fact that we do not per- 


ceive that the mental an- 
guish we suffer is part of 
the cross, or we could call 
it a “cross.” 

Was Mary’s suffering min- 
imized because she compas- 
sionated, because she stood 
by the cross, but did not 
physically endure the nails 
and physical torment? 

We must see, in order to 
profit spiritually, that the 
inescapable circumstances 
in which we are sometimes 
placed, which cause us ment- 
al anguish, do indeed form 
a “cross.” 

Crosses and Crosses 
The husband who goes to 
work — because he must do 
so — and leaves a sick wife 
in bed — does he not have 
a cross? Others bear crosses 
that hurt them too. The 
wife, who must tend a family 
while the husband is sick 
abed. The girl in an office 
where there is filth and 
paganism in speech and 
thought and action, and yet 
no other job is ‘available. 
The people who wait, and 
wait, and wait, under clouds 
of anxiety and unspoken 
fear — refugees, the separ- 
ated, the prisoners of war. 
Have they not their crosses? 

But none of them should 
be wasted crosses. If they 
can be recognized, then they 
can be lifted up to Christ. 
They can be sanctified and 
made a source of sanctifica- 
tion by their acceptance and 
endurance. With St. Paul 
all Christians, who in truth 
carry a cross, can glory in 
the cross. of our Savior, 
Jesus Christ. 

“To glory in tribulation is 
not hard to him that loves: 
for so to glory is to glory in 
the cross of the Lord.” — 
(Imitation of Christ, Bk. II, 
Ch. 6). 

Soldiers Of The Cross 

You will remember, I am 
sure, the poem written by 
Joyce Kilmer during the 
first world war — the one 
called the “Prayer of a 
Soldier in France.” 

My shoulders ache beneath 
my pack. 

(Lie easier, Cross, upon His 
back.) 

I march with feet that burn 
and smart. 

(Tread, Holy Feet, upon my 

heart.) 

Men shout at me who may 
not speak. 

(They scourged Thy back 
and smote Thy cheek.) 

I may not lift a hand to 
clear 

My eyes of salty drops that 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


September .. . the first month of Autumn. One 
by one the leaves begin to fall... gently . . . slowly 
. .. hiddenly. The trees themselves are still bedecked 
in the glorious many-hued robes of gold and a thous- 
and shades of red. 


If only we could learn the lessons of the falling 
leaves! If only we could understand that as a grain 
of wheat MUST be buried in the seemingly cold dark- 
ness of earth in the Spring, if it is to bring forth a 
multitude of grains . . . so must leaves fall one by one. 


Soon we shall see naked trees. 


A naked tree once held a naked Man. He chose 
it from all other creatures to bear Him. He was Love. 
He was Man dying for the love of men. 


September speaks to us of the slow, stripping 
of our souls.Leaf by leaf we too must shed the multi- 
colored rich robes of self until nothing is left . . . but 
a@ seemingly dead tree .. . a seemingly dead man. Yet 
in that very death is life. In that nakedness is the 
promise of another garment . . . white and spotless 
. . . woven of one piece. This will cover our nakedness 
... and make us rich in blessings and virtues, 


But we are of the earth, earthy. And our souls 
are weighted with self, like sacks filled with stones. 


Only the love and mercy of God can help us. 


That mercy and that love come down to our 
earth, also like the falling leaves. That mercy and 
that love flutter downward everyday, as the feast 
days of the saints fall one by one from the holy 
calendar of the year. 


Look at some of those bright, God-painted, 
God-sent, God-blessed falling feast days. 


St. Giles, who literally stripped himself to 
clothe a beggar. St. Stephen, who wore sackcloth and 
ashes and served the poor. St. Lawrence, a mighty 
bishop, poorer than any of his poor. The Nativity of 
the Blessed Virgin Mary. St. Peter Claver, the slave 
of the slaves in the new world. St. Nicholas of Tol- 
entino. Sts. Proteus and Hyacinth, Martyrs. The Holy 
Name of Mary. 


The feast of Our Lady’s seven sorrows, and 
that of Ste. Cornelius and Cyprian, martyrs, and of 
the stigmata of St. Francis, and of St. Joseph Cuper- 
tino, and of St. Januarius — whose blood liquefies 
twice every year though it was spilled out generously 
to the last drop more than fifteen hundred years 
ago — and of Our Lady of Ransom. 


Names. More names. Virgins. Martyrs. Doctors. 
Confessors. Holy kings and queens and _ beggars. 
Names of apostles. Names of wives and widows and 
nuns and children. Feasts of Jesus. Feasts of Mary. 
Feasts of angels. On the 29th of this month we cele- 
brate the feast of the “dedication of St. Michael, the 
Archangel.” Feasts of love and mercy falling gently 
like the autumn leaves, to remind us of the need of 
forgetting self, of arising and witnessing to Christ, 
of becoming naked for Love’s sake—that we too may 
lie naked on a naked cross—that we too may be lifted 
up and draw all things to Him. 


September, the first month of autumn. St. 
Eustace and companions. St. Matthew. St. Thomas 
of Villanova. St. Linus. Sts. Cosmas and Damian. St. 
Wenceslaus of Bohemia. St. Jerome. What wondrous 
leaves! And what wondrous lessons in dying to one’s 
self! 

















Sometimes, along about 
this part of autumn, God 
focuses the sun in a particu- 
lar way on a particular tree 
deep in the quiet woods. A 
blush of glory answers from 
the tree. A pennant of gold 
and scarlet waves from on 
high. An adoring flame of 
love moves up from branch 
to branch to praise the Lord 
of the sun. 

One tree afire with beauy 
in the autumn woods; one 
candle burning in reverence 
and gratitude and splendor. 

What Do You Think? 

You think about the sun, 
maybe, looking at that 
blush, that waving pennant, 
that dancing flame in the 
maple or the oak. You con- 
sider that it is billions and 
billions of years old — and 
that it hasn’t changed much 
in that time. 

Of course, you realize, it 
might just have happened to 
be where it is. Blind force, 
as some of the _ scientists 
explain. Or sheer accident. 
But how does it manage to 
keep burning all the time? 
How does it arrange things 
so that sometimes we feel 
its heat and sometimes we 
don’t? Those are questions 
that puzzles you a little. Just 
a little. You realize that 
someday all the scientists 
will know the answer—when 
they’re dead. 

You think about the sun, 
maybe; but not for long. You 
think about autumn, about 
the leaves that were colored 
by the benediction from the 
heavens, about their coming 
death, about the approach- 
ing Winter, and about the 
next year’s, lovely Spring. 

Sure those glowing leaves 
will drop. d soon! What 
of it? They/’will die beauti- 
ful. They will die gay. They 
will die still praising God. 

Tomorrow, or the next 
day, there will be two or 
three more blushing trees in 
the woods, two or three more 
crimson bannerets' stream- 
ing in the wind, two or three 
more candles burning before 
the Lord. And next week, 
and for weeks thereafter, the 
blush of love will spread 
throughout the forests, the 
banners of joy will wave 
everywhere one looks, the 
whole leafy world will be 
banked with flaming cand- 
les. 

A Tree And A Man 

On the last day of our 
Summer School of Catholic 
Action, a young man was 
baptized in the new church 
of the Sacred Heart, just 
down the pine-arched road 
from Madonna House. He 
was a convert, the husband 
of a beautiful Catholic 
woman, the father of a 
beautiful Catholic child. 
He was the first to be 
given the sacrament in the 
new church. 

It was about eight o’clock, 
or a-trifle later, when the 
baptismal party?arrived for 
the ceremony. It was just 
getting dark, and the air 
was commencing to turn 
cool. 

The church had not been 
finished, but it was cozy in- 
side, and snug. The windows 
had been put in. And one of 
the doors. And the walls and 
the ceiling had been sheeted 
with new wood. 

That wood smell was de- 
licious. 

The altar was absent. 
There was no_ baptismal 
font. There were no pews. 
There were no Stations of 
the Cross. There was no 
Communion rail, and the 











altar steps were only partly 
completed. 
And the only light was the 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 








tiny flame of a tall candle 
that rose from a tall brass 
candlestick set in the middle 
of the platform where, one 
day soon, please God, the 
altar will be erected. 
Lights Multiply 
A priest sat on a plain 
chair in front of that candle. 
The convert knelt before, 
him with his sponsors, on 
the top of the unfinished 
altar steps. A young man 
held a flash light, shining 
it on the open pages of the 
book the priest held in his 
hands. 





I AM THE 
RESURRECTION 
AND THE LIFE 


He who believes in me 
- although he be dead - 


shall live 

The ceremony began. 

There were many people 
in the nave of the church. 
The happy wife. The joyful 
daughter. All those in Ma- 
donna House during the last 
week of the Summer School. 
and a few visitors and neigh- 
bors. They stood. Some of 
the Madonna House girls, 
kneeling on the lower step 
of the altar, sang a few 
verses to Our Lady. 

And then two boys en- 
tered, each bearing a candel- 
abra. And there was no 
longer any need of the flash 
light. 

First the single candle 
burning in the twilight 
darkness of the silent 
church. Then, abruptly, 
eleven. 

A Man And A Woman 

The Summer School open- 
ed with the baptism of a 
woman, the mother of three 
children. It was more than 
fitting it should end with 
this odd baptism on its last 
day. 

It is queer to remember 
that there were accidents on 
each occasion that threaten- 
ed to delay the ceremony— 
or prevent it. 

The woman had come to 
Combermere especially to be 
baptized a Catholic. She was 
visiting an old friend some 
hours before the time set by 
Father Callahan, who is still 
with us. She was helping 
this friend pick porcupine 
quills from the nose of her 
dog. Shortly after she left, 
and while she was dressing 
for the great affair, she 
learned that her friend was 
dead. The poor woman had 
picked up a shot gun ‘and 
had started out to look for 
the porcupine. She fell, and 
the gun went off and killed 
her. 

It seemed, for hours, that 
there would be no baptism. 
But it was performed on 
time. 

Godmother And Nurse 

Just before the hour set 
for the baptism of the man, 
word came to Madonna 
House that. a neighbor had 
suffered a broken leg. Cath- 





The B’s Corner 


How much can a human 
heart hold of joy, gladness, 
and gratitude? I would like 
to know. For mine almost 
breaks under these sweet 
burdens. It seems incredible 
that we of Friendship House, 
Canada, have had the in- 
comprehensible, the unfath- 
omable privilege of being 
host to Christ and His 
mother, and to more than 
three hundred people who 
came through the short six 
weeks of our Summer School 
for Lay Apostles to learn to 
know love and serve God 
better. 

My soul is filled to over- 
flowing with the fragrance 
of these six weeks and the 
almost palpable grace that 
dwelt among us. And as I 
go over and over again every 
little thing that happened, 
the opening paragraphs of 
St. Louis de Montfort’s cir- 
cular letter to the Friends 
of the Cross opens before me 
all the depths of its truth 
and beauty .. . for it sums 
up better than anything else 
could do the whole reason 
for our school—and all its 
fruits. 

Hush! 
Listen... 
“Friend of the Cross... 

you are a group of crusaders, 
united to fight against the 
world, not like those relig- 
ious men and women who 
leave the world for fear of 
being overcome, but like 
brave, intrepid warriors on 
the battlefront, refusing to 
retreat, or even yield an 
inch. Be BRAVE. FIGHT 
WITH ALL YOUR MIGHT!” 

Yes .. . we were hosts to 
the Friends of the Cross... 
to men, women, and youth 
hungry for knowledge, love, 
and the service of God unto 
Golgotha ... We housed, fed, 
and served crusaders of a 
modern age . . . fired with 
the same zeal for their Fath- 
er’s House as those that 
crossed the dangerous seas 
in armor, in the long ago. 


None of them .. . none of 
us ... can leave the world. 
For the Lay Apostolate of 
Catholic Action they came 
to find out about is the 
apostolate of the Market 
Place. It is in the very heart 
of the world, but not of it. 

Love Vs. Hate 

Warriors all . . . soldiers 
of the Cross . . . facing the 
army that is clothed in the 
thousand “isms” of today, 
and whose battlecry is — 
THERE IS NO GOD. 

Indeed we cannot... we 
must not retreat. We must 
fight with all our might the 
battle of love against hate. 

To learn the ways of -love 
many came to Madonna 
House this summer—to sit at 
the feet of priests burning 
with love of God and His 
mother ... to pray, work and 
laugh together, and learn 
through simple, natural, and 
supernatural ways, the 
thousand tender, kind, 
thoughtful, powerful means 
of showing the face of 
Caritas to a world that has 
forgotten its existence. 

But listen again to Mont- 

fort. 
_ “Bind yourselves together 
in that strong union of 
heart and mind which is far 
Superior, far more terrify- 
ing, to the world and hell 
than the armed forces of 
nations to their enemies.” 

BIND YOURSELVES TO- 
GETHER. That is what hap- 
pened here this summer. 
Men, women, and youth 
came from France. . . Indo 
China ... Germany... Bel- 
gium .. Canada... Texas, 
and other States of the 
Union . . . strangers to one 











Get This! 
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Much has been said about 
our Summer School. About 
the spiritual truths learned 
here. About the work invol- 
ved in preparing for it. 
About the spring cleaning 
of St. Joe’s, St. Peter’s, St. 
Veronica’s, and Madonna 
House itself. Often we have 
told you of the preparation 
of the soil for the gardens 
and the seeding of it so we 
will have fresh vegetables to 
grace our table during this 
period of the year. 

But one part of the work, 
an integral part of the suc- 
cessful functioning of the 
School, seems never to be 
mentioned. That part is the 
daily planning and prepar- 
ation and all that goes with 
it of the meals for our guests, 
volunteers, and staff work- 
ers. 

In the Kitchen 

It might be possible to 
give you a picture of what 
goes on in the kitchen and 
the difficulties involved, by 
letting you know that our 
cooking range is geared to 
handle a family of six very 
nicely. With some manouver- 
ing it can even do the trick 
of turning out a good meal 
for eight or ten. 


But sixty-two, fifty-seven, 
or even so few people as 
forty-nine, taxes its resour- 
ces greatly. Those are the 
numbers our Staff Workers 
and volunteers had to con- 
tend with this summer. And 
with what great and holy 
patience and joy they did! 

It became an almost usual 
sight to see Mamie putting 
the next day’s roast in the 
oven after the supper dishes 
were done. And Marite, 
quietly slipping away from 
an afternoon lecture to with- 
draw the golden loaves she 
had pummeled into shape 
that morning, was some- 
thing that we _ expected 


By Dorothy M. Phillips 


RMERE 








rather than were surprised 
about. 

The setting of the table 
with a new and different 
number of places to be laid 
at each new meal! Teresa 
and her crew peeling vege- 
tables out on the porch 
table! Our kitchen is too 
small to accommodate all 
the people required to do 
the chores for the prepara- 
tion of one meal. 

Out of the Kitchen 

Calls of “Mamie, the milk- 
man.” 

The dishes. 

These are only the out- 
ward signs of what goes on. 
Any housewife knows how 
much goes into the planning 
of meals, the ordering, bak- 
ing and cooking of them. 

How tired they must have 
been at times! Yet, how 
willingly and joyously they 
carried on their tasks! Doris 
in one corner mixing up a 
cake for someone’s birthday. 
Someone at the stove stir- 
ring the gravy, while anoth- 
er drained the water off the 
vegetables at the sink. Prob- 
ably the hardest part of it 
all was the closeness of 
quarters — so many women 
working franctically in such 
a little space. 

They were impressive this 
group, for they were doing 
it not for money, not for 
their husbands and families, 
but for what the world calls 
strangers. 

We call them brethren in 
Christ; and the closeness of 
the bond could be felt. Their 
prayer of work in service 
resounded in the continual 
strains of singing and 
laughter which emanated 
from the kitchen as well as 
the delightful aromas that 
filtered through the air. 

Love in action never seem- 
ed so real as it did when you 
watched this group. 





THE B’S CORNER 
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another .. . and left one in 
Christ and in one another. 
Bound with a bond of char- 
ity which is the bond of per- 
fection stronger even than 
death. 

Listen Again 

But St. Louis de Montfort 
goes on. 

“Demons unite for your 
destructions but you 
unite for their overthrow. 
The avaricious are united to 
barter and hoard .. . but 


you to gather up _ eternal 
treasures reprobates 
unite to make merry .. . but 


you... TO SUFFER.” 

How clear was the vision 
of this man _ who lived 
hundreds of years ago. 

Here, in a remote village 
in northern Ontario, (to 
which that part of the world 
that wants to love Christ 
passionately is beating a 
path — a two way path of 
coming and returning). We 
know well that from now on 
. .. we not only will suffer 
... we MUST suffer . . . be- 
cause love is pain . . . love is 
death .. . and only through 
dying does love live, and 
only through suffering does 
it heal. . 

St. Louis de Montfort... 
thank you for writing what 

ou did .. . it crystalized, 
rought forth . .. made clear 
. all that happened here 
during the short six weeks 
of our Catholic Action Sum- 
mer School. 

Love dwelt among us in 
Its priests. Love spoke to us 
through them. Love blessed 
us in our makeshift Church. 
Love now will lead all those 
who came... not only to 
Golgotha’s edge . . . but up 





and up... toits summit... 
the Cross .. . which always 
has an empty side waiting 
a lover to come and volun- 
tarily be crucified with 
Love. 

That crucifixion IS the 
fruit of love .. . the soul of 
the apostolate .. . the ans- 


wer to all the ills of our 
dying world . . . the seeds of 
its new life. 


I see this clearly ... and 
seeing it, I keep asking... 
how much can a human 
heart hold of joy? ... of 
gladness? . . . of gratitude? 





Home-Spun 


Virtues 
By V. B.S. 











Those readers who have 
been so delighted with the 
adventures of Mrs. Katie 
Rock, will find these equally 
interesting—but in a different 
way. They are excerpts from 
a woman’s diary, though any 
one might be excused for be- 
lieving they were parts of 
letters. 





2 Chicks And Books 

June 4, 1952—Our oldest 
girl has been sick. She’s flat 
for a week. Then we'll see 
what happens. No more 
school, and the usual busi- 
ness. This is the dicum of 
our general practictiner who 
delivered the first three 
children. He called it gland- 
ular adenitis with possible 
rheumatic fever. It really 
doesn’t matter what any of 
this is called. The treatment 
is the same and so are the 
epee There is one 
thing different, the weeping. 
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Of course part of it is dis- 
appointment, for she had 
special plans for this Satur- 
day. But for the most part 
it is an uncontrollable re- 
action to the illness, I guess. 
We obtained thirty-seven 
two weeks old chicks yester- 
day. I’m trying to find an 
extension’ cord sO we can 
give them a bit of heat. 


Heat In June? 


Our copy of “The Extern- 
als of the Catholic Church” 
by Sullivan, has arrived—it 
looks super. Think we’ll buy 
one or two copies and pass 
them around to our friends 
in the family group. 

June 5—As I was looking 
for something to read last 
night I came to the book of 
St. John Eudes. Then saying 
a rosary I .couldn’t get be- 
yond the third Glorious 
Mystery. The Holy Ghost I 
think hammered on my 
head so hard I couldn’t sleep 
for three and a half hours 
—and oh! my head. 


But finally I got the idea, 
and fell asleep; and now I 
can go about my work of 
feeding babies, washing 
their soiled clothing and 
hanging it in the most beau- 
tiful back yard in the world. 
Our Lady is really spreading 
her mantle of blue over the 
whole of us today. I remem- 
ber saying to her when 
someone was sick not long 
ago — and crying in the 
night — said I to her, “You 
know I’m your slave but I 
expect something of you too 
—I can’t take care of sick 
children all night and work 
all day. How about a hand?” 
That was the last cry I heard 
that night. 

June 10—I may as well 
tell you at the outset that 
today I’m high! It’s one of 
those feelings that hits you 
after two vitamins, I guess. 

As you note/my writing 
paper, you will realize the 
communal spirit\ that exists 
on our farm of ‘ seventeen 
acres, and that I’m continu- 
ally lucky to salvage even a 
crumpled sheet or two. 

She Has Reasons 


Now — my _ reasons 
being wee 4 

We probably will have a 
bonfire on the eve of the 
Feast of St. John the Bapt- 
ist, and Father will bless it 
with a liturgical blessing 
from the Ritual. And we 
may have around ten 
couples present, and forty 
children. 

Also, thank goodness, our 
youngest girl is coming 
better with her chicken-pox: 
she has been so upset. No 
Sleep Friday or Saturday, 
and so restless: she’s as 
broken out inside as outside. 
But today she’s sleeping the 
sleep of exhaustion — from 
one bed to another. The 
baby has been well through 
it all. 

The thirty-seven chickens 
have graduated to outdoor 
climate. They’re beautiful. 
I catch chickens and carry 
them from one place to an- 
other. Somehow I’m begin- 
ning to feel very hayseedy. 

Had a sweet letter from 
our convert friend. Some- 
times I think Catholicity has 
mellowed her to the point 
where one hesitates to see 
how she feels about people. 
It was such a:change from 
that argumentative spirit. 

The Open Season 

Today is summer — all of 
the windows are open; the 
wind plays with the drapes 
on its way in and out. 

Sheppy gives no evidence 
of expecting puppies. She is 
a lovely dog — gentle, well 
behaved, quiet, and _ love- 
able. She doesn’t bother the 
chickens at all. 

I must get supper. it’s 
so strange with the oldest 
in bed, and two of the others 





for 





” 


asleep — and no “loudies. 
I wish I could finish my 
soliloquy on a little boy’s 
hands. Perhaps that’s not 
the word; but he’s a nice 
little guy (I think) and 
after giving me a big bear 
hug and telling me how very 
strong he is, we were looking 
at his dirty little hand, and 
considering its potentiali- 
ties, and when we had got all 
through, he said, “I don’t 
want to be any of _ those 
things, Mom, I only want to 
be a Man.” 


Jim Shaw’s 


Poor Heart! 














Jim Shaw, who is known 
all over the English-speak- 
ing world as a poet, essayist, 
critic, and philosopher, came 
to Madonna House during 
the Summer School to give a 
few lectures and absorb some 
atmosphere. After he left he 
sent_this letter: 


“I left a Latin missal and 
a comb at Combermere, and 
a book from which I did not 
want to part, and a tooth- 
brush, and some toothpaste 
that removes the smell of 
beer and _ three-point-seven 
quarters of my heart. I 
really miss the missal but 
I’ve conned another comb, 
without the book my beaten 
brain obscures. You may set 
aside the toothbrush and 
the foe of froth and foam, 
but keep the _ fractioned 
heart because it’s yours. 

“You may portion out its 
pieces to your saintly sons 
and nieces and divide it with 
your daughters in the soul. 
Let them take it to Toronto 
or to Texas if they want to, 
for a heart has to be broken 
to be whole. That the art of 
joyful living lies in self- 
destroying giving; and love 
that gives is love that is 
sincere. 

“That’s the lesson that 
you taught me when my 
guardian angel brought me 
to your cradle-Christendom 
at Combermere. But I 
wouldn’t want to kid you 
that these scribbled words 
have rid you, or that missing 
heart-bits haven’t left a yen. 
Let the truth be told for- 
ever, that my heart’s an 
Indian giver, and it wants 
those pieces tenfold back 
again.” 

That’s like Jim Shaw — 
not even mentioning all the 
hearts, and the fragments 
of hearts, he carried away 
with him. 


ss 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


(Continued from Page Two) 


erine, nurse to all the 
countryside, had to _ leave 
immediately and give first 
aid. How long would it take? 
It. was impossible to say. 

She was to be the god- 
mother to the new Catholic. 
If she did not return in 
time— 

But she did return 
time. 

One candle burning be- 
for the Lord at the begin- 
ning of the Summer term. 
One lit at the end of it. Two 
candles now. Who can say 
when there will be twenty? 
Or a hundred? Or a thous- 








in 


and more? 
God sends His_ grace 
where He wills. Into  the}} 


soul of this woman. Into the 
heart of that man. His grace 
is as constant as His sun. It 
is always there, though so 
often we do not see it. It is 
always waiting to enrich 
and color and glorify and 
inflame His children. One 
9g only to ask for it to get 
i 


"You think about that, 
smelling the new wood of 





the unfinished church, or 


looking at the new tints in 
the trees all around you. It 
aint scientific. But you 
think about it just the same. 





INVOCATION 


By 
Francis Cardinal Spellman 











God the Holy Ghost! 

Thou Who didst descend 

As parted tongues of fire 

Into the Upper Room 

Where the Mother of Christ 
prayed 

And the Apostles prayed, 

Descend Thou upon us, 

Apostles of the Catholic 
Press, 

With Thy Pentecostal gifts, 

Induing our spirits 

With the courage of Christ, 

Dowering our minds 

With the knowledge of 
Christ, 

Suffusing our hearts 

With the love of Christ, 

That we may be messengers 

Of the wonder-works of the 

Father, 
The mercy-works of the Son, 
And the love-works of Thee, 
O Holy Spirit. 


Spirit of the Father! 

Show us the Father 

Who is the Un-seen, 

Who is the Un-sent 

Of the Godhead eternal. 

Give us Thy sevenfold gifts; 

They are but one gift, 

The grace of life, 

Life from the Life-giving 
Father, 

By the grace of His life, 

We can know His Will, 

We can reveal His Will 

To minds that are dark, 

Dark with unbelief, 

Dark with prejudice. 

By the grace of His life, 

We may be images of Him, 

The Un-seen and Un-sent, 

Bringing glory to His Name. 


Spirit of the Son! 

Show us the Son 

Who is the Seen, 

Who is the Sent, 

Of the Godhead eternal. 

Give us His light 

Who is the Light of 
World. 

That we may become light 
to the world; 

For, so He hath named us. 

By the light of His life, 

Shining through our lives, 

May the world know His life, 

May the world live His life, 

Banishing all darkness of 
error and doubt, 

Casting out all evil of hate 
and greed, 

That truth may prevail, 

And Christ’s Cross triumph. 


Spirit of God! 

Thou didst brood of old 

Over waters primeval 

Bringing order from chaos, 

Bringing life from death. 

Bringing light from dark- 
ness, 

Making love the keelson 

Of all creation. 

Do Thou in Thy goodness, 

Thine omnipotent goodness, 

Braod over this world, 

Where misery reigns 

And war is rampant, 

And nations languish 

Through fear and folly. 

Come, Holy Ghost, Creator 
blest! 

And in our hearts, take up 
Thy rest, 

For the glory of the Father 

And the conquest of the Son. 
Amen. 


the 





My Poem 
By 


Lulie Kearns } 





I, who am 
always so busy, 
Wonder how it 

will be— 
To sit, and do 
nothing forever, 
In ETERNITY. 
Under a tree. 
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Prayer of 


A Young Man 


By 
Robert Olmstead 











God, You’re looking good 


tonight. 


You, like a wise young girl 

with a hesitant lover 

choose this evening to stun 
me with Your beauty, 

the clear dark beauty of this 
sparkling nightfall, 

encouraging me. 

I stare up at You 

and a little self-consciously 
I say, 

“Yes, God, tonight 
looking good.” 


You’re 


Inwardly though, I smile at 
Your shamelessness, God. 

I am wise and I smile at 
Your tricks. 

That rich round moon over 

the black and silver river, 
Lord... 

It IS impressive, 

But it’s really a little stagey. 

The flashing complection of 
Your stars... 

And the Northern Lights 
crossing Your sky 

Like the slow softening of a 
face saying good-night ... 

You ARE beautiful; 

But You’re overdressed, 
God; 

And You’re over-acting God; 

And I smile a bit to myself. 


And You, God, smile at my 
wisdom. 

Like the girl driven to the 
clumsy overtures— 

Clumsily artful— 

And artfully clumsy, 

You let me see Your devices 
so I in my cleverness 

May see You love me 

And want to be loved, 

And are waiting for me to 
make the advances; 

For I must make them. 


So I say to You, 

God, “You’re looking good 
tonight.” 

And I say to myself, 

“God, if this flirtation is to 
get anywhere 

—this puppy-love that I feel 
only 

When You put on Your best 
and humiliate Yourself 

By giving me a great big 
obvious wink— 

Give me the grace to love 
You when I 

Can’t see Your sky for the 
dirty brick warehouses, 

Can’t see Your trees for the 
fences with the circus ads, 

Can’t see Your earth for the 
asphalt parking lots, 

Can’t smell Your air for the 
stinging breath of taxis, 

Can’t hear Your river for the 
rumble of beer trucks, 

When I can’t see Your Face 
for the slums.” 


God, You’re looking good 
ronient, tens 

I thank You for this beauty. 

But let me love You some- 
day 

—And I say this reverently 
and frankly— 

When You look like Hell in 
the City. 





O Maria! 


in your 











There is a hollow 
hand 
Where I have crept to hide. 
There is welcome in your 
eyes 
Pure, clear truth where I 
am known 
Deep inside, 
In homely sense 
security— 
Where apology need not be 
made. 
I speak: 
The volume of a look, 
The message of a smile 
And we are one 
In the unity of a Will 
And of a Son. 
O Maria! 


of my 


—S. M. P. 


--Q--— 


GOD FITS THE SHOULDER 


(Continued from Page One) 
sear. 

(Then shall my fickle soul 
forget 

Thy agony of Bloody 
Sweat?) 

My rifle hand is stiff and 
numb. 

(From Thy pierced palm 
red rivers come.) 
Lord, Thou didst 

more for me 
Than all the hosts of land 
and sea. 
So let me render back again 
This millionth of thy gift. 
Amen.” 
A soldier in France, a 
soldier in Korea, a soldier in 
the sickroom of your home, 
a soldier anywhere, suffers 
bravely. And we, who are 
soldiers of Christ, we should 
suffer not only with bravery, 
but with joy as well, and 
with gratitude that we are 
allowed to suffer \and_ to 
turn our pain into a gift He 
will accept. 
——_-—o 


ADOPT A_ MISSIONARY 


suffer 


(Continued from Page One) 
and Catholic periodicals of 
all sorts. Otherwise, she says, 
life would be intolerable for 
these workers in far fields— 
and for their flocks. She 
read the letter of one of 
these missionaries, by ‘the 
way, to give people an ex- 
ample of their problems. 
Here it is, in part. 

Speaking of Wolves 
“TI visited the lumber 
camps of the far north, and 
was almost devoured by 
timber wolves. Our jeep 
broke down . and my 
driver had to go for help... 
twelve miles . . . carrying his 
gun. I was left alone for the 
night, in a temperature of 
50 degrees below zero. I 
made a fire around the jeep, 
and did not dare wander out 
too far, as I could hear the 
wolves howling. I kept pray- 
ing, ‘God have mercy on 
me; God pity me.’ 

“Not a soul around. In 
complete darkness and in 
heavy bush. All of a sudden 
a pack of wolves came rush- 
ing to the jeep. There were 
ten or twelve of them. Be- 
lieve me, I didn’t move a bit. 
I was frozen to the seat. 
What a banquet they could 





have had .. . with my 220 


pounds of wild meat! How- 
ever the jeep saved me. 
Then His Teeth 

“When I got home I slept 
for 12 hours. No sooner was 
I rested than other calls 
came. Since Christmas I had 
been nursing a severe and 
constant tooth ache. The 
pains were so terrific I had 
to see a dentist, 90 miles 
away. After many X-rays he 
found my teeth were ulcer- 
ated. Injections were given 
me, but to no avail. All my 
teeth had to be extracted. 
In one hour they were taken 
out! Now I look like Pop-eye 
the Sailor. I must eat por- 
ridge and porridge and por- 
ridge. I must wait for my 
gums to heal before I get 
false teeth.” 

And yet this man is far 
from being the unhappiest 
in the frozen North. He was 
more than glad, he says, to 
receive all the parcels his 
correspondent had __ sent, 
especially the newspapers. 
The Rosaries, the _ records, 
were given to four converts. 

“Please keep on sending 
Catholic papers and books,” 
he begs. “You don’t know 
what they mean to us.” 

Would you like to adopt a 
missionary or two? Your 
parish priest will, no doubt, 
be glad to tell you how to 
go about it. 


House Built 
On A Rock 


By Mrs. Robert Rock 














(Continued from August) 


Dear God, teach those of 
us who love You how to pull 
souls Your way. Let us use 
our blessings to help souls 
know and ‘love You. Oh dear 
God, let us love You good 
and hard.. ) 

Woops! If is 11:20! The 
professor will be home for 
lunch soon, and if I don’t 
get to the store i the 
cupboard will be bare. Let’s 
beat it to the Safeway, kids. 

A Hungry Tommy 

With Tommy in the bask- 
et, we speed up and down 
the Safeway aisles, banked 
with items for the twentieth 
century stomach: “Pie in 3 
minutes,” ‘“Cake-in-a-jiffy,” 
‘““Meal-in-a-box.” Well, where 
is the peanut butter-in-a- 
minute? My little scholar 
loves it. If everyone’s tastes 
were like Jeff’s, this store 
would go out of business. 
One day before Christmas 
he came in for lunch and 
advised me, “I could have 
stayed at school and had a 
free turkey lunch, but I’d 
rather have one of your 
fried baloney sandwiches.” 

“Tommy, stop it!” The 
little dickens has opened the 
loaf of bread in the middle 
and grabbed a handful of 
slices. He howls when I take 
it away;.after.all, it has been 
at least 15 minutes since he 
had something to eat and 
he’s starving. Now for some 
bananas for the children — 
since I have ten bucks! — 
and a few extra for the 


. 





Thompson boys. 





September—1952 





Tommy, Mary and_ the 
groceries are piled into the 
car. I whizz into the cleaners 
with Bob’s suit and come 
out with Jeff’s other pants, 
and I whizz into the dime 
store and select two pairs of 
socks for Mary. And oh yes 
—a SHORT tie for Jeff. 

“Surprise for Mary!” I 
hand her the socks. 

What a little thing it 
takes to delight Your child- 
ren, dear God! Surely no one 
could be happier with silks 
and satins than Mary is 
with two pairs of socks. 
“These are for Sunday and 
these to play in,” she tells 
me. And as an after-thought, 
“Jeff can wear the Sunday 
ones if he runs out.” 





Our Lady: 
Refuge 
fof Sinners 


Infant’s The Best 


“Mama!” Ah, we beat Jeff 
home by a split second. “I’m 
in the Infant Jesus class!” 
He’s grinning from ear to 
ear, but I ask him: 

“Is that good?” 

“Sure, it’s the best. I was 
in the Blessed Virgin class, 
and the St. Joseph class is 
worse than that even.” 

“Well, you ought to be 
very thankful.” 

“Can Jerry eat with us?” 

“Sure.” Jerry is one of my 
favorites. He has_ seven 
brothers and _ sisters — all 
lovely children. “Call your 
mother and let her know, 
Jerry.” The soup is getting 
hot — that Rock Special 
Soup. It has everything in 
it: meat, potatoes, tomatoes, 
cabbage, carrots, celery, 

eas, beans and onions; in 
act, I’m sure it would take 
care of anybody’s basic re- 
quirements. I make enough 
at once to last several days. 
The children love it, and Bob 
thinks it is inspired. 

Tommy is the luckiest — 
he is the only one allowed 
to make lots of noise with it. 
Peanut butter sandwiches 
are in the making, and no- 
body seems to mind that 
Tommy has' manhandled 
every piece of bread in the 
loaf. 


-|And surely it takes ing 





“Got any dessert?” 

“Bananas.” 

“Oh, boy!” Oh, boy!” “Oh, 
boy!” 

“Nana,” yells Tommy — 
and his lovely twisted grin, 
just like his Daddy’s, must 
e a delightful prayer of 
thanksgiving to the Maker 
of all bananas. 

Inside And Outside 


The blessed hour of 1:00 
is at hand. Jeff and Jerry 
have returned to_ school, 
after a solemn half-whis- 
pered conference about how 
they are going to mop up 
with the third-graders at 
recess. Such bold, brave 
plans; gee, I would like to 
see those confident, cour- 
ageous little faces when they 
meet up with the _ third- 
graders. 

“Mama, I’m going to 
change my socks and_ go 
play with Jimmy,” announces 
Mary. Meanwhile, Ill just 
bet, Jimmy who lives across 
the street is saying, “Mama, 
I’m going to put on my cow- 
boy suit and go play with 
Mary.” The community 
prestige of these five-year- 
oldsters is determined sole- 
ly by their costumes. They 
are, so they believe, what 
they wear. 

I’m going to have a job 
convincing this Mary Rock 
later on that what is inside 
of her is of much more im- 
portance than what is out- 
side. Even now I must tell 
her that her sparkling eyes 
and sincere smile are the 
prettiest things she wears. 
“Don’t just LOOK pretty, 
Mary, BE pretty.” 

Tommy is a typical male 
—his stomach is full so his 
eyes are closing. After all, he 
has had a busy morning. 
Takes energy to climb from 
a stool to the desk to the 
top of the bookcase just to 
get a little ole pair of glasses. 
enu- 
ity to plug the toaster into 
the vacuum cleaner, and put 
nuts in the can of flour, and 
decorate the whole house 
with Daddy’s ties. “Awfully 
exhausting, this daily 
grind,” thinks Tommy as he 
nestles down in his crib to 
dream about cookies and 
‘nanas and flour cans. Sure- 
ly, dear God, he is an angel 
when he is asleep — but he 
is awfully human when he 
wakes up. 





How Come? 











God gave me all that I 
need— 

I’ve really no reason to pout, 

He gave me more than I 
need— 

But, well, I can’t figure out, 

With two arms, and two legs, 
two ears and _ two 
eyes— 

Two lips, and two hips, God 
gave a surprise! 

With two hands and two 
feet, 

And two layers of teeth— 
God gave a surprise! That’s 
still my belief! 

With all that He gave—ten 
fingers—ten toes— 
How come that I have—just 
one ’lil nose? 
—Marilyn J. Gizzie 
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